























SMOOTHNESS.... 


JILD geese fly hour after hour— 
W from the far North to the South. 
You will find yourself thinking of them 
as you glide along with Ethyl Gasoline 
in the tank of your automobile. 

Ethyl means a new smoothness to 
any motor, and easier, less tiring han- 
dling. That is because it contains Ethy] 
anti-knock compound, developed by 
General Motors Research Labora- 
tories, after years of experiment to 
make gasoline a better motor fuel. 


The new cars of higher compression 
need gasoline of Ethyl’s anti-knock 
standard to deliver their additional 
power. But any car, whatever its type 
or age, runs better with Ethyl. It 
“knocks out that ‘knock’”’ and im- 
proves performance in every respect. 

Try a tankful this week-end. Test 
Ethyl under the hardest-driving con- 
ditions. You'll notice a big difference. 
The Ethyl emblem identifies all pumps 
selling Ethyl Gasoline. Look for it. 


ETHYL GASOLINE CORPORATION, NEW YORK CITY 


Wherever you se the Ethyl 
emblem, it means good gasoline 


of high anti-knock quality. 


q+o=G 
to 


Knocks out inat “knock” 
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JacK SHUTTLEWORTH, Editor 


Those who think it is impossible to 
substitute amity and arbitration for 
hostility and fighting haven’t been to 
inv of the recent heavyweight bouts. 


And, by way of pepping up the 
fight situation, why not replace the 
current crop of heavyweights with a 
elected assortment of cops and Com- 
munists ? 








Georce JEAN NATHAN 








RICHARD J. WALSH 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


Well, there’s one advantage to that 
bigger golf ball, anyhow. You'll be 
able to top some of the shots you used 
to fan before. 


And it must be some comfort for a 


lot of collegians to know that even if 


they can’t make the team, they can 
still have athlete’s foot. 








SipNeY S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


Prohibition, says an editor, is just 


a game for the politicians. And there 


are lots of people who think the game 
should be called off on account of wet 
grounds. 


And a great many wets are now 
hoping that the Literary Digest’s poll 


will be the straw that breaks the 


camel’s back. 








“Oh, dear, how lucky I hadn’t washed them first!” 
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Leaves From History in the 
Talkie Manner 


“I come to bury Cesar, not to 
praise him.” 
“Oh, yeah?” 


“But as for me, give me liberty or 
give me death!” 
“Says you!” 


“T intend to fight it out on this line 
if it takes all summer!” 
“Oh, yeah?” 


“e 


To be or not to be, that is the 
question.” 

“Oh, yeah? Says you!” 

“Yeah. Says me.” 


According to the papers, Lou Telle- 
gen has been married for the fourth 
time. He should change his name to 
Fellegen. 


Ni 





“Ahh—thank goodness, that broke my fall!” 
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Ex-Votunteer Fireman—Go back, boys; I’m tellin’ you—you’re too late. 
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A Chip of the Old Block 
“Y's sir, we surely were worried 

about that kid of ours.” It was 
Phil Sharling, newly crowned heavy- 
weight, speaking. 

“The missus used to say to me. 
‘Phil, our baby will never be like his 
dad.” Well, it sure looked that way. 
He was puny and underweight, and 
although we took him to the best doc 
tors in the country, things were pretty 
black. We'd just about given up all 
hope and become reconciled to having 
an invalid on our hands when some 
thing happened that made me the hap 
piest guy in the world.” 

The champ stopped and wiped tears 
of honest emotion from his steely gray 
eyes. 

“What was it, champ?” queried one 
of the boxing writers. “Did the nip 
per stand up in his cradle and sock 
you one?” 

“No, boys,” replied Phil. “Some 
thing better than that. The wife and 
I took him over to be christened one 
day, and I'll be darned if, right in the 
middle of the ceremony, the little son 
of a gun didn’t yell ‘foul!’ ” 


We've lost some confidence in these 
Limitations Conferences, but we do 
hope that this one will limit the na- 
tions, on a 5-5-3 basis, regarding war 
novels. 


And if Roxy would only organize a 
football team among his ushers, there 
would really be no excuse left for 
West Point. 


Then there was the chap who didn’t 
answer when Opportunity kgocked 
because he thought it was another in- 
stalment collector. 
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Non-Communicable 


I wish this fever men call love 
Were slightly more malignant; 

And I know what I’m speaking of 
So don’t look so indignant. 


Should I have searlet fever, flu, 
Diphtheria or measles; 

I easily, by kissing you, 
Could give you rash or sneezles. 


But love’s the fever burning me 
And how that fever rages; 
The only trouble seems to be 
It’s not a bit contagious. 
—CarROLL CARROLL 





The reason you seldom hear jokes 
nowadays about near beer is that they 
don’t seem to be making that stuff any 
more. 


“Are yuh a Communist?” 
“No—lI’ve been sick!” 


The Post Mortem 


“| issEN, Gus, the way it was...” 








““Aaaaaah! Y’ big pansy!” 
“Aw, say, you know I ain't yel- 
PN aie 


“Then why didn’t y’ sock him just 
once when y’ had him right ’n his own 








| corner?” 
ee Eee 
. 5 ““An’ he was so weak an’ dizzy, he 
1 : was about out on his feet!” 
if “Yeah, I know he was, but .. .” 
“A “Sure! Don’t try no alibis on me, 
; fella. I wasn’t ten feet away all the 
time, an’ I was watching th’ two of 
- vuh every second.” 
. “But look where I was, Gus!” 
‘ “Right where all y’ hadda do was 
- nudge him or say ‘boo!’ an’ he'd ‘a’ 
» flopped for the count! ... But I seen 
ate vuh! Y’ was seared, that’s all. Almost 
as scared as he was! ... Yaaaaaah! 
- ... Y’ make me sick!” 
- " “Gosh, Gus, you saw what I was 
a. up against there, an’... .” 
. ; “Sure I did. Y’ had everything y’ 
van own way! Nobody was stoppin’ yuh 


knockin’ him twenty feet! ... Say, 
even th’ cops was watchin’ an’ laffin’! 


..+ Yeah! An’ all you do is look 














rn sweet an’ let him have a wide, low 
be swing that a snail coulda got away 
im from, an’ y’ miss him two feet!” 
“Well, fuggosh sake, Gus, I couldn’t 
do nothin’ else! If it’d been Broad- 
way or Seventh Av’noo, I mighta 
odie } given him the works. ... But on Park 
eA Av’noo, Gus, an’ right in front of a 
for fella’s own store! ... Say, Gus, y’ 
» know darned well if I'd hit that guy 
in’ : they'd of taken my taxi from me, sued 
_ 4 me outa business an’ give me about six 
ked 5 months to boot!” 
- in- | 


—Cuet JouHNson One of the disadvantages of modern furniture. 
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The One and Only 
“Now, Miss Bent, Sam Ziegbaum is 


looking for a new leading lady 

for his new super production, ‘Nimble 
Rose,’ and maybe he could use you.” 

“That's nice Mr. Aaron.” 

“Know any tap routines?” 

“No I’m afraid I don't.” 

“Can you do the boop-a-doop 
stuff?” 

“Sorry, Mr. Aaron.” 

“Hmmn, ever do any singing on 
top a piano?” 

“Regrets.” 

“Do any of the impersonations 
stuff >” 

“Blank again.” 

“Ever do any toe or adagio work?” 

“Sorry!” 
































“How about acrobatics?” 
“Too strenuous, Mr. Aaron.” 
“Play any musical instruments?” 





“ner 
“Baby! Take off your hat. You're 
hired!” —Ep GraHam 





Anybody that owes Paul Whiteman 
any money had better pay up right 


Farmer (to new farm hand)—Here it is three-thirty and you’re not up yet. now and avoid that future shadow. 








The chivalrous strong man. 
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Master—You’re a lazy, good-for-nothing butler, 
and I give you two weeks’ notice. 


The Spirit of Spring 


WY Etinctox SnaitH was about to 


consign the egg to its three-min- 
ute immersion in hot water when he 
noticed a name and address scribbled 
on the under side: “Polly Pierson, 
Cranberry Farms, Dulexis, New Jer- 
sey. 

Wellington had heard of such 
things. Weren't hand-laundry Cin- 
derellas frequently winning million- 
aire scions in this way? Didn't poor 
but proud factory girls often marry 
into Who’s Who by just such clever 
devices? Wellington Snaith grew 
just a little less bored as he stepped 
out of his kitchenette into the day- 
bedded living-room of his apartment. 

Romance, up to now a stranger to 
Mr. Snaith, raced that young gentle- 
man’s pulse. Besides, it was a dan- 
gerous day in early Spring, and even 
a bored bond statistician seemed to 
hear elfin notes above the cacophony 
of the traffic. “Polly,” muttered Mr. 
Snaith to himself, “name of a rosy- 
cheeked lass. Name of a Gretchen of 
a milkmaid. Polly? Polly? Why 
Mea FT 

Three hours later a shining road- 
ster stopped at the entrance to Cran- 
berry Farms. 

“Nice day,” said a genial, middle- 
aged gentleman who was mending the 
white fence. 

“Sure is,” answered Wellington. 
“Do the Piersons live here?” 


“I’m Sam Pierson,” welcomed the 

















farmer. “What can I do for you, my 
friend?” 

Snaith, who had never batted an 
evelid before the lorgnettes of Park 
Avenue, blushed like an adolescent 
lass before Buddy Rogers. ‘I'd like 
to see Miss Polly, pl ase, he stam 
Ine red. 


“You would, eh?” grinned Mr. 
Pierson. “What's your name, young 
man?” 

“Wellington Snaith,” said the bond 
statistician in search of romance. 

Squire Pierson whistled shrilly in 
the direction of the house. A baritone 
dog and a cackling hen answered him. 
Once again the farmer whistled and a 
bustling busybody of a hen hastened 
from behind the house. 

“Mr. Snaith,” said the farmer, “I 
want you to meet Polly Pierson, my 
prize-winning hen. I’m so proud of 
this little lady’s output that I person 
ally autograph her name on every one 
of her eggs.” 


Artruur L, LippMann 
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“Horace, dear—this gentleman forgot his money.” 
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Annual Navigation Report 
By S. J. Perelman 


oy arms of letters have been settling 
/ like bees the last ten days on 
Jupae’s Navigation, Coastwise and 
Pound - Foolish Department, plain- 
tively whimpering for spring shipping 
news. People whose pans paled for- 
merly at a salt breeze have been going 
around calking seams, laying keels, 
and battening down hatches’ with 
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gusto, procured at the corner grocery 
store. The National Retail Informal 
Greengrocers’ Association reports that 
unless foreign gusto imports increase, 
there will be a schism in the ranks of 
domestic gusto growers, ending in a 
general massacre of all Huguenots 
over the age of twelve. Even in the 
ranks of the “Four Hundred” ship- 
ping fever has raised its ugly head; 
any morning one can see a knot of 
débutantes at Pierre’s or the Park 


THE AIR’S LIKE BEER AND LIGHT 
WINES TONIGHT, BERTHA, TEMPTED 
THE ARMENIAN EX=AMBASSADOR 


The Fifth Regiment of Dublin Fusiliers will immediately proceed 
to Bombay and arrest Mahatma Pincus, Mahatma Kornbloom, and 
Hans Holbein for stirring up rice puddings among the natives. Srta- 
LaGMiteE—“What’s a virgin forest, Blenkinsop?” Sravractire—“One 


that’s never been ared, M’sieu Pettibone: 


sold this to the sex mags at their usual spice rates. 


yo? 


Or maybe I should have 








Lane toying with a bit of oakum in 
between the caviar and the roast mon 
goose. No less a personage than Mrs. 
Otto Spengler-Spivack was glimpsed 
at a bazaar wearing a broadtail wrap 
trimmed with riding lights and caught 
up at the throat with a belaying-pin. 

The most important change in the 
transatlantic liners this season was 
wrought in the Berengaria, which in 
stalled a glass bottom so that passen 
gers could look at marine life. Unfor 
tunately, on the eastbound trip to 
Cherbourg the under side of the glass 
was clotted with flying sponges, who 
had never seen anything like the pas 
sengers on the Berengaria. When 
questioned as to their reactions, the 
sponges confessed to a_ feeling of 
nausea and went home scufting their 
feet. No other signs of sea life ap 
peared during the next four days, and 
several of the passengers went to the 
purser in a body to complain. Th: 
latter pointed out that the Berengaria 
was still tied up to the wharf and that 
it was a little early to expect any 
thing. He thought, however, that they 
ought to see some water in a few days. 

The Leviathan, its face suffused 
with blushes at being outdone by the 
Limies, installed a glass bottom also. 
so that the first-class nabobs could 
look down at the tourist and steerag 
passengers. Deck stewards, after 
some hesitation, then allowed the trav 
elers to lower their lines, baited with 
bits of pork. Two rather vinegar) 
school - teachers were immediately 
hauled in, but had to be thrown back, 
as they were too large around the 
waist to pass through the hoop as re 
quired by the Bay of Fundy fishery 
rules. As all the pork was gone, the 
lines were baited with pieces of deck 
steward, this time with more success. 
A small shoal of vealy college boys. 
plump and juicy, was drawn in smil 
ing toothily and was rushed off forth 
with to the cook’s galley to be mad 
into a chowder. That evening the 
dining-room was a blaze of lights and 
pulsating rhythm as obsequious wait 
ers laid out the flawless knavery and 
polished the diamond-studded forks. 
But where was the chowder? Luxuri 
ous stage stars, social luminaries, and 
tight-lipped captains of finance raised 
their plucked eyebrows in surprise. 
Already impatient diners were begin 
ning to beat on their plates with their 
spoons. 

“This—this is infamous, sir!” splut- 
tered one choleric old gentleman with 
walrus mustaches, twirling his red 
face angrily between his fingers. 
“Humph! Is this the service one 
(Continued on page 29) 
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THE ROAD oF 
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CLUB LIFE IN AMERICA 
The April Foolers 
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The Old Folks at Home 
T° ENTY years ago John Jones had 


left his home town under a cloud. 
In the big city he had tapped the 
cloud’s silver lining, and now, paunchy 
ind prosperous, laden with gifts, he 
was speeding home. 

Jones’ heart beat a little faster as 
his limousine darted up the familiar 
elm-lined avenue to his homestead. It 
was Spring and the air was richly 
It was Spring and hearts 

And then the old house 
Up the front steps 
wheezed Jones, and his finger found 
the bell. 

“Who is calling, please?” asked a 
uniformed butler from the foyer. 

“Where's dad—good, old, white- 
haired dad?” asked Jones. 

“If you mean Mr. Joshua Jones,” 
said the butler, “he has just taken off 
in his plane to attend the Philhar- 
monic Orchestra recital in New York. 
What is your name, please?” 


perfumed. 
were tender. 
came into view. 


“I’m John Jones, his son. I haven't 
been home in twenty years. But quick, 
let me into the kitchen. I want to see 
ma baking one of her pies.” 

“Your mother left for Indianapolis 
in the sport roadster. 
ng the Freudian Society on ‘A Plea 
for Esoteric Literature.’ There’s no 
one in the kitchen but the Italian chef 
ind an upstairs girl.” 

“Then let me kiss my kid sister. 
She was an infant when I left and she 
must be in the flower of sweet young 


She is address 


- 
womanhood by now. 
“Your sister is serving a ten-day 
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Atapptin—Good Lord! another process server! 


jail sentence in Chicago for leading 
the Communists against the police.” 

“At least thev’ve left me the old 
potato patch down by the creek,” 
begged Jones as a great disappoint- 
ment seized him. 

“The potato patch has been con- 
verted into a tennis court for your 
father, who is the Chamber of Com- 


merce champion. The creek has been 








The zero hour. 





filled in and is now State Highway 
311.” 

Jones clutched at a straw. 
cows?” 


“The 
“Sold years ago, sir. We get our 
grade A super-pasteurized milk in 
bottles from Chicago by airplane ex- 
Anything else, sir?” 

“No, I guess not,”’ said Jones. 

“And I might suggest, sir,”’ called 
the butler as Jones entered his car, 


press. 


“that if you desire to visit your par 
ents, it is advisable to write their sec 
retary several weeks in advance for 
an appointment.” 

—Artuur L. LippMann 


Then there were the plumbers who 
went to the plumbers’ 
found that, as usual, they had forgot 
ten their can-openers. 


picnic and 


A Chicago gangster died a natural 
death. That looks like a swell plot 
for a mystery yarn. 


Another great step toward interna- 
tional good will is the exchange of 
humor. We send our funniest diplo- 
mats to England and England sends 
her best prize-fighters over to us. 


Psittacosis may come and psittaco- 
sis may go, but the jokes about it 
probably will go on forever. 
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Scrambled Chords and Coffee 


rove solemn, elderly gentlemen, 
wearing the conventional Windsor 
tie of the musical profession, sat round 
a mahogany table in the conference 
room of The Acoustic Research Com- 
mission. In the center of the table lay 
a tuning-fork. The commissioners hung 
up their black hats, seated themselves 
and, except for an occasional do-re- 
me-fa whistled softly, were silent. 

At last the chairman jumped to his 
feet and struck the tuning-fork a 
smart rap on the edge of the table. 

“G,” said the chief piano-tuner. 

The chairman said: “Please don’t 
use slang during the meeting, Gio- 
vanni.” Then when the musical note 
had died down, he continued: “Ma- 
estros. The rumbling of the elevated 
and subway trains, the hammering of 
the ironworker, the snorting of the 
steam shovel, the grating of the con 
crete mixer, the honking of the auto- 
mobile horn and the other noises of a 
big city are not noises after all.” 

“Of course not,” said the chief piano- 
tuner. “The snorting of a steam 
shovel as rendered by George Gersh- 
win is a beautiful score.” 

















The card-playing commuters come to their stop in the midst of an 
exciting play. ; 


The chairman took no notice of this 
and continued: “These headache- 
making sounds contain the same sweet 
tones as come from the piano, the 
harp, the violin, but they occur as 
scrambled chords, played staccato, 
and with such rapidity that it is im- 


























Reporter—I saw a robin today, chief! 
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possible to sell them to George White 
or Earl Carroll until they’ve been 
sorted and screened through a Maxim 
Silencer.” 

“I find,” put in the 2nd Violin, 
“that various notes have different 
shapes, and their height depends wpon 
their intensity.” 

“It depends upon whether or not 
they’re standing on their tip-toes,” 
corrected the clarinet-player. 

The chairman said: “If we photo 
graph the sound of Rudy Vallee’s 
voice and compare it to the sound 
made by the bearings of an electric 
fan, we see that they are the same, ex 





cept the electric fan hasn't curly hair : 
and never went to Yale.” 4 

“Reinald Werrenrath has 4,200 } 
vibrations per second,” said the chief j 
piano-tuner, “and I’m convinced that & 


if a concrete mixer could be dressed 
in evening clothes and taught to emit 
harmonies instead of concrete it would 
he as big a hit as Amos and Andy.” 

The 2nd Violin said: “Have any 
of you maestros heard the vacuum 
cleaner over WJZ? When they shut 
her off to clean out the dust, Major 
Bowes says: “Thank you, Hoover’.” : 

The chairman said: ‘‘What this com- : 
mission is attempting to do is to 
analyze each composite noise into its 
various parts and reduce it to a com 
paratively peaceful tune. For exam 
ple: If we could change the staccato 
boop-boop-a-doop of Helen Kane into 
the quiet snorting of a steam shovel 
and then push the whole contraption 
over a precipice we would have gotten 
somewhere.” 

“I have a boy 8 years old who’s 
learning to play an outboard motor,” 
said the chief piano-tuner, proudly. 














“He has a wonderful ear for music, 
but can’t seem to crank the darn thing 
in cold weather.” 

The 2nd Violin asked: “Is it a 
Stradivarius or an Evinrude?” 

The chief piano-tuner gave him the 
bird, and said nothing. 

“IT knew a motorman on the Inter- 
borough who was a marvelous musi 
cian,” said the clarinet. 

The chairman said: “I should like 
to hear him play sometime.” 

“I’m afraid the poor fellow will 
never play another note,” replied the 
clarinet, “unless it’s a harp. He was 
playing a little composition by Bach 
one day and the brakes wouldn't hold. 
Poor chap ran his instrument right 
smack into the rear of a southbound 
express.” 

“That's nothing,’ said the chairman. 
“One evening in Carnegie Hall we 
were giving Wagner’s Prelude in E 
Minor. I had two pianos, four muted 
riveting machines, six bass vacuum 
cleaners and fourteen tenor com 
pressed-air drills. During the finale 
one of our best concrete mixers hit a 
wrong note and got his leg taken off.” 

The chief piano tuner shook his 
head sadly. “Covered by insurance, 
of course?” 

“No, replied the chairman, “‘con- 


crete.” —Jack CLUETT 
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“Believe it or not, lady, I’m the 
Fuller brush man.” 


Helping Spend the Alimony 


A certain chap thought it would be a 
good joke on his ex-wife if he sent her 
the first alimony check in an envelope 
addressed in a woman’s handwriting. 
But he didn’t feel so good when he in 
return received a note in a masculine 
hand saying “Thanks.” 











Why the Opening of Baseball 
Season Finds Me Unexcited 
“‘C™» play ball, you big bum!’ 


5 “Hey, what’s the idea of 
o« aes 
boy, look at that big rube swing! 


havin’ ten men on a team?” 


Hey, there’s a hole in your bat!” .. 
“Let’s get that &°° Uc3!!#& umpire 
after the game! “Peenits, pop 
corn ‘n°’ chewing-gum! Who else wants 
some peenits, popcocorn n’ chewing 
gum?” ... “Back to the bushes, ya big 
palooka !”’ ~s« we thet picher rat 
tled? Oh, boy, is that picher rattled? 
Have we got him rattled!” ... “Slide, 
... Betcha a buck 
the Yanks don’t score no more this 
inning.” ... “Oh, you Babe!” 

“Kill the &7 ( $!!4#& umpire!” ... 
“Hey, how did the Athaletics come 
. ‘See that rookie over 
there on the bench? Well, last year 
he was hittin’ three-forty-three in the 
minors, but he ain’t even kaneckted 
with the ball this year!” . “Hey, 
you bunch of crooks, how much ya 


ya nitwit, slide!” 


out today ” 


payin’ the umpire?” ... “I tell ya it’s 
a cinch! The Giants are gonna grab 
the pennant so quick it won't be even 
funny!” ... “Hey, ump, why doncha 
put on glasses, va lousy robber!’ 

“Boy, what Sain’ Looey wooden do to 


"> 


this team! 
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Traveling troupes of 





women dancers are for 
bidden to give perform 
ances in T: tas. 








FO NIGHTS 
FATAMA 


ANID OANCING GIRLS 














In New York City it is against the law toa 
smoke a pipe in a public park. 





In Tennessee a motor vehicle may not be driven along any 
highway without a herald preceding it at a distance of a 
hundred yards. 


A South 
Carolina law 
prohibits hip ' 
pockets be- 





cause they j 
furnisha 4 
convenient § 
place for : 
pint bottles. 
2 
‘| 
- 
54 


In Bath, N. Y., any person who resorts to a burial ground with 
“abandoned women” is subject to a fine of $50. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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Experts Abroad 


oMEBODY has defined an expert as 
S “an ordinary guy a long way 
from home.” It is well to re- 
member that definition when we read 
tbout the doings of our experts at the 


London. How- 
ever unjust it might be to call them 


naval conference in 


ordinary guys, they are indubitably a 
long way from home. So far away 
that for a time they seemed to have 
got quite out of touch with American 
opinion, Consequently twelve hun 
dred spokesmen of that opinion cabled 
a sharp reminder. Labor officials, col- 
lege presidents, governors, women’s 
club leaders, clergymen, publicists of 
many sorts signed that extraordinary 
petition demanding that the confer- 
ence must not fail. 

It must be admitted that the public 
had from the outset an idealistic mis- 
conception of this conference. The 
More 
cautious speakers expressed the pur- 
“reduction of armaments.” 
Later we learned that the right word 
for it was “limitation.” And now, by 
all that’s wonderful, “limitation” may 
turn out to mean not fewer warships 


catch-word was “disarmament.” 


pose as 


but more warships! 

If that should be the final result, 
the chief blame would fall, rightly or 
wrongly, on our country. Our par- 
ticular aim is parity. Our achieve- 
ment may be parody—a travesty on 
the hopes of plain, peace-loving folk 
everywhere. American public opinion 
must continue and must increase the 
pressure for genuine reduction and 
eventual complete disarmament. 


A Permanent Problem? 


ECRETARY Davis says that there are 

about three million unemployed. 
Less official and less optimistic ob- 
servers think the figure may be nearer 
four million. President Hoover tells 
us that “unemployment amounting to 
distress is in the main concentrated in 
twelve states,” and that it is consid- 


erably less than one-half of that which 


we experienced in 1907 and 1921. He 
believes the worst will be over soon. 
Meanwhile all 
find in the miseries of the jobless a 
fine excuse for starting something. 
Industrialists chance to 
grouse about the delay in boosting the 
tariff. 
ment the rallying cry for mass-meet- 
ings, and cops in turn make these the 
occasions for manly skull-cracking. 
Devoted effort to curb unemploy- 
ment has these ten 
years past under the leadership of 
Herbert Hoover himself. Still we 
never really know how many people 
are out of work, or why, or what to do 
about it. We suspect, though we are 
not sure, that the head devil is the 
Machine, which enables one man to do 
the work of many. The other day the 
London Times hazarded the statement 
that unemployment will from now on 
be a “permanent American problem,” 
and that 
far and how perilously the Machine 
has run ahead of the man, The question 
drives like rain to the root of Ameri 
can life.” But that may be, probably 
is, an over-simplification. It might be 
argued that in the long run the Ma- 
chine creates more jobs than it can- 


sorts of agitators 


seize the 


Communists make unemploy- 


been going on 


“it remains to be seen how 


cels. 

It is a truism that certain modern 
problems are almost too vast and too 
baffling for the human mind. We 
have to muddle along, trying always 
through the collective intelligence to 
achieve the grasp of which the indi- 
vidual is incapable. 


What to Do About Laws 


"THe MORE we look into the matter, 

the clearer it becomes that there 
are just three things to do about any 
law: (1) ignore it, (2) repeal it, (3) 
enforce it. 

Several examples of laws which are 
being successfully ignored are illus- 
trated on the opposite page. Some- 
times ignoring a law takes a bit of 
doing. This was shown by a recent 
case in a Superior Court in Massa- 
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There is in the city of Mal- 
den a statute that makes 
in a public place’ a misdemeanor. A 
man was arrested and tried on this 


chusetts. 
“sauntering 


His trial lasted over three 
hours. It looked bad for him and for 
the dignity of the 
Evidence showed clearly that he did 
indeed “saunter.” 


charge. 
commonwealth. 


But, Says our cor- 
respondent, “the twelve good men and 
true who heard the evidence received 
a broad smile of approbation from 
Fosdick when their foreman 
broke the suspense by pronouncing 
the fateful words of hypocrisy—‘not 
guilty.’ os 

As to repealing, something is being 
Kentucky, paradise 
of feudists, where the Legislature is 


Judge 


accomplished in 


trying to revise that famous pair of 
laws which provide that if a person 
shoots at another from ambush and 
misses him, the penalty is ten years in 
jail, but if the bullet hits (without 
fatal effect) the sentence is only five 
years. 

Not so much is being done about 
enforcing. But an alert member of 
our staff has discovered that there is 
in Chicago an old statute which makes 
first degree murder 
death, and that recently a man was 
arrested there under this statute. 


The Dennett Case 
Wes Mrs. Mary Ware Dennett 


was convicted in a Federal court 
for circulating her pamphlet of sex 
instruction, JupGE voiced its indigna- 
tion. We complete the record by re- 
porting that the conviction has now 
reversed in the Circuit Court. 
The gray-haired grandmother is no 
longer branded as immoral for her 
efforts to set the facts of life straight 
for her sons and other young people. 


punishable by 


been 


The fine decision makes the assertion, 
sorely needed in these days, that “the 
law must be reasonably, 
with a view to the general objects 
aimed at.” And it lands a couple of 
good socks on the intrusive snoot of 


Censorship. R. J. W. 


construed 























































Pulling Up Stakes 
GHovrp they move or stay? Lif 


was monotonous where they were 
situated: the same old surroundings. 
the same  familiar—too familiar 
faces, the same worn-out conversation 
on all sides. But it isn’t easy to pull up 
stakes. You can’t just drift away. It 
takes struggle and push—everlasting 
push! 

And his wife—it would be hard on 
her. He put it up to her fairly. 
Bravely she turned to him and said: 
“I realize how hard it will be, but 
we've got to gamble. I can’t stand it 
here any longer. John, we will 





move!” 
Triumph! They had done it! They 
had moved. And they had not over- 
estimated the difficulties of that never- 
to-be-forgotten journey. But it was 
worth it; they had acquired a new self 
respect. They knew now that in the 
future no goal was beyond them. And 
best of all, they had made the change 
in record-breaking time. In only 
eighteen minutes they had crossed the 
crowded night-club dance floor. 
—Parke CUMMINGS 



















Alvin Johnson, of editorial fame, 
announces that although he carefully 
























refrained from teaching his children 
to read, they learned anyway. Yes, it 
seems as if children will always find a 
wy way to shatter their illusions about 3 
ad their parents. 
“What's everybody gazing at? Someone hurt?” England's newest racing auto is 
“No, there’s a parking space over there without an auto in it!” stuases Sys oie aigne. =U leeks os 
though they don’t want to leave any 
loophole at all for the pedestrian. 
Poker Note 
In a cafeteria it’s the trays that are 
wild. 
And some of the recent quotations 
on the stock market won't bear re- 
peating. 
An eighteen-year-old girl has set a 
new altitude record. Thank goodness, 
she was an aviatrix and not a soprano. 
- 
it 
Gray hairs should be respectable. i 
4 


As soon as you sit down, look 
around and pick out the nearest exit 
if you're in a theatre, a jail, or draw 
your wife for a bridge partner. 









What with gang wars and politics, 
Chicago is having a hard job keeping 
out of bankruptcy. Merely a case of 
bomb management. The stag at bay. 
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The Cat 


The cat’s a ve rv pretty 
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The Penguin 
The little penguins look alike, 
Even as Ike resembles Mike; 
They are so gentle and so nice— 
God keeps these little birds on ice. 





: The Turtle 


The turtle doesn’t leap or dance, 
He doesn’t leave a thing to chance; 
He lives on flies and people’s toes, 
He snaps such trifles as he goes. 









Up on the roof she has her fling: 
The little kittens come and dance, 
And Mama takes another chance. 


The Miscegenetic Zebra 


The zebra, born both black and white. 
Is just the jungle clown; 
The lionesses hunt him up, 
The lions hunt him down. 
His life, in consequence, is brief 
And seems inclined to end in grief. 
And so, you see, between the two 


He's more contented in the zoo. 


thing, 





The Jungle Pest 


This cheerful picture shows the fate 
Deserved by William Smith—the late. 
When he had killed two lions, he 
Was killed in turn by Number Three; 
The lion’s notable behavior 

Was published in the rotogravure. 
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OBSERVE that four of my col- 
I leagues on the daily newspapers 

who laughed themselves sick over 
the doctor's office episode in George 
White’s “Flying High” have protested 
indignantly in their reviews at the de- 
plorable vulgarity of the scene. I, in 
turn, therefore protest in this review 


at their deplorable hypocrisy. If they 
found the scene so uproariously comi- 
cal—and they did, take my word for 
it, because I saw them howling with 
my own eyes—what reason or right 
have they to tell their readers that it 
is low and offensive stuff? I don't 
quite get the connection. If they 
found it low and offensive, it would 
be all right for them to report it so. 
But when they found it enormously 
funny, why shouldn't they stop posing 
a spurious dignity and let their read- 
ers in on the news? In the interests 
of truth, accordingly, let me pass 
along the report that the scene is (a) 
as low as they come, and (b) a wow. 
Aside from the skit in question, 
there are also a lot of other good 
things in the show. Since there was 
little or nothing in these other things 
to make the boys fake any superior 
squeamishness and since there was no 
danger of anyone subsequently writ- 
ing in letters to the editors deploring 
the boys’ foul minds, they duly and 
properly recorded the glad tidings. 
Although the entertainment is slow 
getting on its feet, it manages to kick 
up considerable amusement once it 
starts moving. Bert Lahr, one of our 
most perspirational comedians, is the 
star of the occasion and, though he 
works like a truck-driver for laughs, 
contrives to get them. In the doctor's 
office sketch and in a few minutes of 
broadcasting monkeyshines he is good 
for a substantial share of belly-bust- 
ers. The tunes by the Brown-De 
Sylva-Henderson trio have all the 
necessary pedal cantharides, with now 
and again the admired torch quality, 
and the dancing is as good as the 
dancing in a White show generally is. 
And though talk about chorus girls is 
hardly suited to a periodical devoted 





to the interests of the higher art, I 
fear that I shall have to violate the 
policy of this magazine and permit 
myself a bit of discourse on the sub- 
ject. 

The chorus of “Flying High” con- 
tains more good-looking young women 
and, to be redundant, more good-look- 
ings legs than any this venerable 
LL.D. has viewed in a long time. Ex- 
cept for some heads that have been 
dyed to look like yellow fever flags, 
the ladies show a very unusual look 
quotient. No less than a half dozen 
of them are extremely pretty and we 
may therefore look forward to some- 
thing a little more stimulating in the 
coming Sunday rotogravure sections 
than the pictures of Palm Beach pie- 
faces, King Alfonso and Mr. Hoover's 
tightly waistcoated tummy. Nor is 
comeliness the sole attribute of the 
hussies. They are expert hoofers, 
better, many of them, than a number 
of the featured girls of our music 
show stage. 

* * * 

HE Messrs. Littell, Atkinson, Ruhl, 

Seldes and other such Japanese on 
the local reviewing staffs treated us to 
a series of highly informative cri- 
tiques of the presentations of their 
fellow Japanese at the Booth Theatre. 
Under the auspices of the Japanese 
Theatre Association, headed by Yo- 
shiaki Yasuda and numbering in its 
personnel such sons of the Mikado as 
Howard S. Benedict and Lewis Bar- 
rington, the troupe of Nipponese with 
the actor, Tsutsui, as star, divulged 
three samples of their native drama: 
first, something announced on the pro- 
gram as ‘“Koi-No-Yozakura”’;  sec- 
ondly, something called “Kage-No- 
Chikara”; and thirdly, an act called 
“Matsuri.” The esoteric and intimate 
nature of these plays was duly ex- 
plained by the professorial Oriental 
newspaper commentators noted, by 
the simple device of cribbing the plots 
from an English handbill passed out 
by the ushers. Mr. Gabriel, of the 
American, was one of the few dis- 
senters, explaining that, handbill or 
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no handbill, the Japanese strain in his 
family had passed out in the twelfth 
century and that, as a consequence, he 
honestly didn’t have the faintest idea 
what the whole damned thing was 
about. 

Since the Japanese girl my grand- 
father once clapped eyes on in a San 
Francisco chop suey parlor would 
have nothing to do with him, being at 
the time enamoured of one of my 
great-uncles, I fear that I, too, am ill- 
equipped to wax scholarly over the 
Booth exhibit. As a curiosity, it has 
many elements of superficial interest. 
That much I may safely, within the 
bounds of my relative ignorance, ven- 
ture. But for any sound, solid and 
substantial criticism of the presenta- 
tion I must apparently refer you to 
such learned Japanese as Chozo 
Onada Darnton, of the Evening 
World; Tokujiro Mantle, of the 
News, and Hidichi Yamada Garland, 
of the Telegram. 

As to the star of the company, Mr. 
Tsutsui, there seems to be some doubt 
even on the part of the management 
and the printers of the programs. The 
chief program itself preseats him, in 
large type, as “Tsutsui from Kyoto,” 
while the pamphlet enclosed in the 
program has him, in even bigger type, 
coming from an altogether different 
locality. As, however, my acquain- 
tance with Japanese topography is al- 
most as intense as my acquaintance 
with the language, both places may 
conceivably be one and the same. 

In conclusion, I may report that the 
costumes worn by the company are 
beautifully colored, that the scenery is 
very ugly, and that several ladies of 
the ensemble are cute little tricks. At 
least that much of Japanese I can 
understand. 

The audience on the opening night 
included many distinguished Japanese 
pundits, all of whom loudly ap- 
plauded the more delicate nuances of 
the performance. Among those pres- 
ent were Otto Kahn, a descendant of 
Kubla Khan; Winthrop Ames, who 

(Continued on page 27) 
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A FEW ADDITIONS 
To HENRY FORD'S 
OLD TIME MUSEUM 
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CORSET 
ABOLT 1876 























GAVE LADY H\S 
SEAT ON STREET 
—CAR- 

EXTINCT 
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RARE ONE DOLLA 
ORCHESTRA SEAT 
For BROADWAY 

Snow 















Ignored Invitations 
“Rememore how skilfully Cousin 


Rupert fixed up that army mono 
plane that he bought from the junk 
dealer last summer? Well, Rupert 
just received his pilot’s license and 
he’s invited you to fly with him 
next Saturday afternoon. I'm going, 
too, and when Rupert said there was 
room for one extra passenger I 
begged him to invite you. Rupert’s 
fully recovered from his student crash 
last month when he ran against that 
chimney. His broken shoulder re 
ceived when he nose-dived into a tree 
last December is almost entirely 
healed and he’s ready to take us 
through some spins and spirals. He 
says he can loop the loop twenty times 
in succession and is going to show us 
when we're out over the ocean. Meet 
us at the flying field at two.” 

Artuur L. LippMann 
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Jury Duty 
RR rovraacy Enrolled Voter Foley 


stood before the pompous, portly 
presence of Alderman McManus. 

“There's a little favor I'd like to 
ask of you,” said Foley to His Alder 
manic Majesty. 

“Anything for a good member of the 
party,” beamed McManus. “What's on 
your mind, Tim?” 

“It’s about jury duty.” 

“That’s easy,” laughed McManus. 
“Don’t worry about it another minute. 
Didn't I get you off two years ago and 
then again last winter?”’ 

“Yes, Alderman, but this time———”’ 

“Listen, Tim, there’s nothing to it. 
I can get you out of anything short of 
murder. Let’s see your notice so | 
can get to the right party.” 

“But I haven't got any jury notice, 
Alderman. That’s just what I came 
to see you about. Twice you got m« 
off the jury. Now once get me on. 
Business is blah and I haven't made 
three dollars a day since the bottom 
dropped out of the market.” 


Hucu Woop 


Every now and again we become 
quite pessimistic, knowing as we do 
that there is a time in the life of man 
when he either gets hardening of the 
arteries or softening of the brain. 


After all, why not serap all our bat 
tleships voluntarily instead of waiting 
to let the airplanes do it for us in the 
next war? 





“Home, Andy, after all these years!” 
“Now, just a moment, dear, ’til I put this cigar away!” 
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PrumBer—Your new tub is O..K., 


Portrait of an Actor 


QGrortr and creakingly the Great 
“Hugo shuffled out from the wings. 
Like one in a daze he stood blinking 
out at the sea of white His 
rheumy eyes peering, half in suppli- 
cation and half in senile weariness. 


The 


faces. 


orchestra started a Viennese 


waltz. Ah, sweet memories! His old 
pulses tingled at the laughing lilts 
hidden in each bar. With a sudden 
snort of energy he turned and went 
over to the table where his props lay. 

The music came faster. His first 
trick—sensational plate-balancing. A 


faint patter of applause was his re- 
ward. Fools that 
Little they knew that this 
Sensation 


Anger seized him. 
they were. 
Extraordinaire di- 
rect from the Winter Garden, Berlin. 

Now a little man in full dress was 
making an “Ladies 
and gents, the Great Hugo will now 
juggle six balls at once with the end 
of his nose! !” 


was the 


announcement. 


Faster! The 
myriad spheres rose and fell. With 
a crash the orchestra ended on a loud 
chord. Thunderous applause broke 
out. “So they came to life at last, the 
dolts’’—with deep scorn in his eyes 
Hugo bowed left and right and then 
waddled his huge bulk offstage. 

His attendant was waiting in the 
wings to greet him. A harsh voice 
spoke ; it was the little announcer: 

“Cut supper, Sam! 
Herring has gone up 15¢ a pound. 
I wish to Heaven I'd never broken up 
that dog act. This punk seal thinks 
every day is Friday.” 


Faster, drums! 


down on his 


—R. DEANE 


Button, Button 


It’s hard for a collegian to keep his 
shirt these days. If it isn’t the 
laundry’s mistake it’s his roommate’s. 


We read: “Senate to Burn Midnight 


Oil.” Pretty soon they'll be going 
without garters and writing home for 
money. 

You hardly ever hear sopranos 
practising any more, except over the 
radio. 


And inasmuch as they search cars 
coming out of Florida for the medfly, 
why don't they search cars coming 
out of New Jersey for the mosquito? 


One so difficult to 
a conviction in a prohibition case is 
that the whole jury is waiting to let 
him who is without gin cast the first 


stone, 


reason it’s ret 











Phil Scotts Maltress. 
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Museum Pieces of 2000 A.D. 
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PLEASURE BENT 


























“What do yer think the down payment is, Bert?” 




















JUVGING TEMO 


[' is rare when a movie producer (or 

a Southerner) takes the Civil War 
lightly. ‘‘None but the Brave” starts 
out with all the heavy sentiment and 
heel-clicking of the routine Mason- 
Dixon epic. The Southern contingent 
talks baby talk under the usual delu- 
sion that such mouthing makes an ac- 
cent. But if you can stick the first 
ten minutes you will be rewarded with 
a pleasant comedy 
Mary Brian and Gary Cooper as well 
as a superb minstrel monologue by 
William Le Maire. 

“None but the Brave” 
Union officer who, betrayed in love, 
volunteers to get himself captured by 
the Confederates in order to deliver 
over false plans. He arrives from no- 
where in general at the home of no 
less than Mr. Calhoun. He then 
spends the rest of the evening trying 
to give himself away, each gesture 
being forgiven by the gentlemen of 
the South and the love-smitten daugh- 
ter of Mr. Calhoun. The story is con- 
fusing, but the comedy is pleasing and 
welcome. There was no sense to the 
conclusion, but we should be used to 
that by now, and if you would not 
prefer to have your Civil War movies 
treated humorously then I don’t know 
what would please you. Mary Brian 
is an excellent little comédienne. Gary 
Cooper is his usual grim, gaunt and 
colorless self. 


scene between 


concerns a 


mt he Case or SerGeant GriscHua” 

is one of the most ambitious mov- 
ies of many months. It is an adap- 
tation of Zweig’s novel (which I have 
not read) and its only weakness is the 
usual weakness of so many drama- 
tized novels: it depends upon the au- 
dience to read between the lines. It 
is unfortunate that so few genuinely 
ambitious movies appear during the 
year, because it is hardly fair to sud- 
denly become demanding when week 
after week the only movies one has 
been furnished for discussion have 
been claptrap musical talkies and 
back-stage romances. For this reason 


I first recommend that you see “The 
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By 
PARE LORENTZ 


Case of Sergeant Grischa” just as a 
matter of gratitude. 

You probably have read the book, 
so I need not go into a detailed discus- 
sion of the plot. (I have been told 
that the follows it 
lously.) Sergeant Grischa is a simple 
Russian soldier who wants to go home 
and eat a square meal. He is cap- 
tured and sentenced as a spy. His 
guards like him, and his charm even 


movie scrupu- 


wins over the officers in charge of the 
camp. They attempt to save his life, 
and until the last moment Herbert 
Brenon manages his suspense admir- 
ably. We can dismiss the social and 
military implications and state that 
this suspense makes it a good job. 
Several of my colleagues have ob- 
jected to the military procedure of 
the characters, and I agree with them 
that the story lacks motivation and 
precise explanation. However, as 
they might remember, the war on the 
Eastern front was a much different 
war than the grim fight in the West. 
The Russian soldiers were often with- 
out bullets; usually without food. It 
was a headline story that the Russian 
and German men were fraternizing. 
But the very fact that these signifi- 
cant facts were taken for granted in 
the movie makes “The Case of Ser- 








Recommended 


“Case of Sergeant Grischa’—Superb 
dramatization of the book. 

“Green Goddess”—For admirers of 
George Arliss, who does all the work 
in this one. 

“Men Without Women”—A submarine 
melodrama, the subject and setting fur- 
nishing thrills. 

“Not So Dumb”—King Vidor’s inter- 
eee maa of “Duley”, with Marion 
Javies and Donald Ogden Stewart. The 
only hilarious comedy in months. 

“Roadhouse Nights’”—A rum-running 
newspaper melodrama that doesn’t come 
off. Two comedians: Charles Ruggles 
and Jimmy Durante, make it worth 
while. 

“Seven Days’ Leave”—The incompa- 
rable Beryl Mercer in Barrie's war play. 

“Seven Keys to Baldpate”—Probably 
at your neighborhood theatre, and well 
worth an hour. 

“Street of Chance”—A realistic study 
of big-time gambling, with William 
Powell taking the honors. 

“Undertow”—Moving and well done, 
despite a cheap presentation by the cast. 
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confusing. It is also 


geant Grischa”’ 


one minute too long; there is a moral 
spoken by a German officer that is 
smug enough to have been lifted from 
a Times editorial. 

But with its confusion and its un- 
written lines, ““The Case of Sergeant 
Grischa” is still a 
Brenon has not forgotten his camera, 


grand movie. 
and the execution scene is a lovely 
picture of grays and whites. He held 
up a story that was not simple and 
not easily movieized. Jean Hersholt 
and Chester Morris give restrained 
and excellent performances. It is a 
sober, mature effort and if it had not 
been half so well done, Mr. Brenon 
would have deserved credit. 


‘ 


‘ne Conens AND KELLYs_ IN 
ScoTLaNpD” is another one of 
those collections of Irish, Jewish 


and Scottish jokes delivered in the 
usual Proctor’s Circuit manner. It 
has a golf game, and the drunken 
mama, and everything that goes to 
make up polite burlesque. 


“Guenter Scarvet” is a gentle, un- 

* pretentious crook romance, with 
a comic-strip Youngstown family as 
the humorous relief. From the mo- 
ment you see Clive Brook at breakfast 
until Evelyn Brent steals the ruby 
necklace you know that all will turn 
out right in the end, and only a pol- 
ished cast prevented it from being in- 
sufferably dull. The directors are 
more acquainted with stage than 
movie technique, with the result that 
the action and the staging of “Slightly 
Scarlet” are formal, if concise. For 
this reason the story appeared even 
more stupid, because certainly Direc- 
tor Knopf would never have at- 
tempted to put such a manuscript 
across the footlights to any ordinary 
theatre audience. The movie lasted 
for over an hour. During that time 
there was not more than five minutes 
of dramatic suspense, certainly no 
more than enough material for a one- 
“Slightly Scarlet” 
was a waste of good talent. 


act melodrama. 
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New York, N. Y.—News item says political cartooning is practically dead 
in America. Here is the first political cartoon depicting the event. 












































Detroit, Mich.—Sports writers in convention announce their eighty- 
sizth annual conviction that “Babe Ruth is through.” 
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Mahatma Djim, 
theatrical producer, says present 


Cawnpore, India- 


season is worst in history of the the 
atre—deplores inroads of strolling 
snake-charqmers on legitimate drama. 
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T S. Srrisiina, an old weakness of 

* this bookie, continues to pile up 
critical bay leaves as a_ straightfor 
ward, spellbinding, quiet story-teller 
in the genre manner, with his ‘Back- 
tale of OV Man Suthin 
Miss’ippi, him of the collapsible lev- 


water,” a 
ees. We use the term “genre” advis- 
edly , for Massa Stribling is anything 
He 
- all-wool-and-a-yard- 
about moderns in _ back- 
wood spots, but he doesn’t write with 
the consummate pity of the highbrow 
novelists with a He has no 
mission, but gets there just the same. 

“Backwater” is built on the Romeo- 
and-Juliet plan, outlining the bumpy 
“sophisticated” 
son of the local bootleg- 


but a self-conscious genre writer. 
writes yarns 


wide ones 


mission. 


course of love of the 
“collegiate” 
ger for the do’tah of the most respec- 
table Methodist aristocrat in the 
county. The love runs through the 
well-rounded plot 
brings in a complete cross- 
modern suthin man- 
ners, modes and differences, and winds 
up in what Mr. Shubert would call a 
smash finish, during which the levee 
bursts and All Ends Happily. But 
so easily, truly, kindly is the whole 
thing done no one can cry “Potboiler” 
to Mr. Stribling and be let live by us. 


intricacies of a 
which 


section of your 


The week’s literature still holding a 


southerly course, your young boy 
Brandeis will now put on his cap and 
and discuss Elizabeth Madox 
Roberts’ “The Great Meadow,” an 
epic of the settling of Kentucky back 
1774 after Dan’l Boone had 
opened it. “The Great Meadow” is 


by a young lady highbrow with whom 


yown 


around 


our leading critics have endowed our 
It represents a defi- 
nite point in the chart of her upward 
swing towards Literary Valhalla. It 
has been reviewed in ecstatic terms on 
the front pages of the conservative 
Sunday book-nooks. La Roberts is, the 
buglers toot, the girl with the goods. 


literary future. 


Well, she is the girl with the goods. 
We've never read her before, but this 
book is fine. It is wholesome reading, 
replete with an idealistic attitude to- 
ward life as expressed in a heroine 
endowed with a “passionate belief in 
the potential nobility of human char- 
acter.” It is beautifully written in the 
kind of stylized, clean-cut poetic 


prose which comes to so many young 
women who fill the college literary 
magazines with poetry of the earth 
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and the heart of the idealistic virgin. 
It is whole-cloth epic, the epic story 


of our country, about a small-time 
state it is true, but still epic. As such 
it falls somewhere between Homer 
and the better Jesse Lasky. Its emo 


tion, story, history and characters are 
perfect in every detail. It is any num 
ber of things: all high-sounding. And 
we're not joshing. 

Somehow, however, “The Great 
Meadow,” be it the heart story of the 
fine pioneer woman, didn’t move us. 
It was just a bit too finely drawn, too 
finicky and neat about what it had to 
say. We missed the blur, homeliness, 
Rolvaag and the gusto 
Stribling and probably 


roughness of 


of Homer. 


Evelyn Scott would have done it as 
we like it. Maybe we're just a big 
bear of a man, but that’s how it is. 


But by all means read it. 
see differently. 


You may 


Probably the most fascinating read- 
There 
is something about the first person, if 
applied to the honest telling of an 
honest life, that gets to you and holds 
Naturally, this encomium is not 
meant for the ghosted lives of cor- 
poration heads and Bernarr Macfad- 
den. Joan Lowell just misses being 
blacklisted. Even if she liar, 
she was no bore. Anyway, it is with 
a whole heart we recommend 
“Pearl Diver.” the Victor 
Berge, famous undersea dipper, as set 
down by H. W. Lanier. You will find 
it not only a human document but also 
the last word on that romantic job of 


getting oyster-diseases to hang round 


ing we know is autobiography. 


you. 


was a 


can 
story of 


your girl's white throat. Berge’s ex 
periences in his diver’s outfit are more 
dramatic than anything you've seen 
on Broadway this His en 
counters with sharks and octopi, both 
land, full of 
thrills for us city fellers. His de- 
scription of the little argument  be- 
tween the shark and the octopus is 
every bit as exciting as the famous 
the encounter of the mon- 
goose and the cobra. We'd like to see 
a championship battle between the 
two winners. The book falls off a bit 
towards the end, the author 
leaves off reminiscing for compiling 
cold statistics about pearls. His fig- 
ures obscure the living quality in the 
But why not read up to that 
It'll be a satisfying experi- 
—Trp SHANE 


season, 


undersea and on are 


movie of 


since 


story. 
point? 
ence, 
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would Bobby 


Jones 
play this shot, caddie?” 


is : 
“Now, how 











“Well, why 


don’t you drink, 
sir?” 
“Don’t want a drink—want to 
see what time it is.’ 








“Eacuse me, Mrs. Smith, but I 
thought this was your daughter’s 


” 
room, 
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Ping-Pong 


P1N¢-Pone, since 


not invented by a celluloid-collar 
company to utilize its surplus cellu- 


you asked, was 


loid in the manufacture of balls. My 
highly trained bloodhounds tell me it 
was thought up by an American, sir, 
back in the knotty nineties, which is 
something else against the Victorians. 
He played it with a small ball made 
of yarn, a miniature tennis racket, and 
net stretched two 
chairs, calling it Indoor Tennis. He 
probably thought up the game for his 
modest girl friend who blushed at 
showing a limb on the tennis courts. 
Or maybe he was just too near-sighted 


over a between 


Pai a ‘ 
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to play tennis. Or maybe he wanted 
to combine the comforts of the pool- 
room with the refinements of home. 
Or maybe it was simply that men 
were more delicate in those days. 
The English took up the game and 
put it on its legs, on a table. They 
schemed out the pesky celluloid ball, 
abandoned the racket 
for a battledore-shut- 
tle cock swatter, and 
named it 
for the subtle reason 


Ping-Pong 


that the ball went 
“ping” when it hit 
the racket and 


“pong’’ when it 
socked the table. Oh, 

Britishers, 

Britishers! 
with the new 
wood racket (Yan- 
kee, the actual 
sound made is “‘click- 
pong,” and there is a 
movement around the American Home 
Defense League to change the name 
to its onomatopoetic honest form. 

In the old days, the good old days 
naturally, the great ping-pong tour- 
naments held at the Waldorf- 
Astoria. Arnold Parker, an English- 
man, was considered tophole player 
internationally. The game came to its 
height about 1902 and fell off, prob- 
ably because the brute in man was 
getting an upper hand, leading away 
from the thoughts of ping-pong to 
those of war. But there has been a 
serious revival recently, as you who 
keep up with things know. 

Wherefore, in an effort to standard- 
ize the game and get it recognition 
as a national and international sport, 
the New York Metropolitan Ping- 
Pong Ass’n inaugurated a Met. Singles 
Championship, being played at the 
Hotel Pennsylvania this week. Last 
year they held a championship match 


those 
those 
Now 


sir ) 


were 
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HE SARIED WITH PEAS AND A “TEASFOOW 
AND WORKED HIS WAY UP 76 A RACQUET! 





at the Little Playhouse, 
where the Communists play the game 
between riots. It was won by Marcus 
Shussheim of the Boys’ Club. 

Which is where I, Judge, Jr., step 
into the story. Having had consider 
able snooker experience, I decided to 
enter the play. But when Mac looked 
me over, he said: “Junior, you're in 
lousy shape. After the first round, 
you'll have to play on a stretcher.” 
So I went to work ‘and established the 
following stiff training schedule. 

The first thing I did was to walk 
out of Frank and Jack’s and take a 
breath of fresh Next I batted 
green peas back and forth over ladies 
who wore hair nets, gradually work- 
ing up to the ping-pong racket. By 
and by we dipped the peas into Eng- 


Carnegie 


air. 


lish mustard to get English on my 
returns. My road work consisted of 
chasing blondes through 
doors and crawling amongst tables to 
pick up dropped purses, powder puffs 
and dimes. (Some day I intend pub- 
lishing my recollections of “Under 
Table Life.”) I also developed a 
stance for bawling out umpires. It 
consisted of putting five fingers on the 
hip and talking alto. To work up 
speed in wielding the racket I got 
Arturo Toscanini of the Philharmonic 
to let me lead triple-time marches for 
full symphony orchestras. To get a 
steady eye, I practised concentrating 
I gave up 
water and lived on Alpine goats’ milk, 
taken to inspire agility. 

Well, sir, the night of my first 
match dawned. (I’m a little mixed, 
but you can see how unnerved I am 
by what happened.) In special Hihat 
uniform I appeared at my table on 


revolving 


on the new long skirts. 























ATE 


the crowded floor of the Salle Mo- 
derne at the Pennsylvania to find my- 
self matched with none other than 
Jeff. He had double-crossed me, the 
mucker. There I stood, trained to 
razor edge—you couldn't have seen 
me sideways, I was that fine—ready 
for the battle of my life. The um- 
ready, the 
jammed the sides of the room and 
filled the air with their light chatter. 

Leaping lightly over the net, table 
and all, I shook hands with Mac, say- 
ing quaintly, “May the best man 
win!” and leaped back to position 


pires stood spectators 


again. Which will give you a rough 
idea of my condition. 
The signal to play was given. 
Grasping my racket firmly, I waited 
for Jeff's serve. It came—and went. 
I'd reached for it, but couldn’t lift 


my arm. And then it came in a flash 
that I was doomed. I couldn’t go on 
with the match. For, and you could 
have knocked me over with a Mack 
truck, Jeff's training had swelled my 
biceps so tremendously that I was 
muscle bound. I had to quit. I leaped 
the net and congratulated him, and 
they led me away, tears streaming 
down my cheeks. 

Ah, well, there is consolation. I 
think I'll take all the muscle and 
challenge Phil Scott or Carnera. 


Love Note 


a two glasses with a “liquid.” 

Then declare you can tell whether 
a person is in love. Ask the playee to 
hold his hands out, palm downward. 
Place a glass in the middle of the back 
of each hand. Become stagey, draw 


your watch and pretend the trick 
Then stall along by 


takes a minute. 
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REHEARSING Ali TUDES 
FOR BAWLING OUT AN UMPIRE! 


saving something flaring about his 
love complex. He'll probably take 
pride in keeping the glasses steady. 
Then excuse yourself and completely 
ignore the victim, leaving him to his 
own salvation. He will naturally come 
to his few senses about this stage of the 
game and try to put 
the glasses down. 
Whereupon the fun 
begins. It can’t be 
done. Try it your- 
self. Keep well out 
of range, lest the fall 
guy decides to get 


rid of them by heav- 
ing. 
Hihattractions 


ie McGreHaAn’s 
tour of the darker 
places of the Old 
World as he reports it in the Herald 
Trib. ... Milt Gross’ noospapair heds 
for Fenny Brights’ “Be Yourself,” 
hah turrible tukkink 
peekchoor; a nd 
everything Milt 
draws. eee Sid Lenz’ 
loyalty to the Soci- 
ety of American Ma- 
being a 


! 


gicians, it 
breach of trickery to 
give away any of the 
secrets of magic, at 
which Sid is quite 
adept. Kendall 
Banning’s ‘‘Mother 
Censored,” 
funniest blackouts of 
the year. ... Line- 
plunging at Macy’s 
for the book coun- 
ters, where littatoor 
costs less. . . . Lord 
Aberdare, who, un- 


Goose 


A PHILHARMON 
LEtING HM 
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SUNIOR'S FIRST TRAINING SIEP 
WAS DISCARDING WS SELF W/NDING 
WRIST WATCH AND DONNING ONE 
—THAT HE HAD Jo WIND! 


able to win the court tennis champion 
ship in England, migrated to America 
to turn the trick here. His giraffe 
service hit the high spots in the fastest 
game seen at the Racquet Club since 
the days of young Jay Gould... . 
Bert Lahr (the ass) in “Flying High.” 


Best Steppers 


“Sing, You Sinners.”—The High 


Hatters Victor. 
“Just Can’t Be Bothered With 
Her’—Lombardo—Columbia 


Jupge, Jr. 










IC _CONDUCTER TRAINS JUNIOR, 
DIRECT A SYMPHONY IN 


“TRIPLE MARCH Time / 
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ind ( 


that 
when luck is with you it pays to 
At Contract, a 


may be bid and made when the stars 


T is more or less axiomatic 


press. Grand Slam 
are favorable, while a game bid would 
be defeated when the fates portend 
disaster. Well, who wouldn't be pes- 
simistic? Last night in 
match, I bid a Little 
monds and was set a trick. At the 
table a Slam de 
clared, doubled and made because the 
elected to 


a duplicate 


Slam in Dia- 


next Grand was 


friendly enemy open a 


trump. 


NORTH 
@i0s8s53 
U975 
OQS86 
4as54 


eOoSCe A ame 


After the Ace of Spades is opened, 
a periscope would be the best play to 
fulfill of 


Some Contract writers insist that “‘the 


the contract six Diamonds. 
best opening against a slam suit-con 
tract is trump, if you have one.” I 
agree with them only if their meaning 
is “the best opening for the adver- 


. ” 
saries. 


Of the 


was pressing his luck quite a bit, but 


course “Grand Slammer” 
hardly more so than I did on the fol- 


lowing hand. 


North and South were ninety points 
on the second game, while East and 


West were not vulnerable. 


” bb fist 
i 


@Qlwsi2 
YK Q103 


North had the deal and bid one Dia- 
mond, East overcalling with one No 
Trump, popularly termed a “sthosing 
bid.” I held the South hard and 
doubled, but after West and North 
passed, East escaped a cataclysm by 
bidding two Spades. 

I now bid seven Clubs, a palpable 
overbid of one trick, and East 
gested that the deal be played dou- 
bled. The nine of Spades was opened 
and I laid my cards and 
claimed the balance. A careful count 
didn’t but tricks, 
East mildly observed that all finesses 


sug- 


down 


show twelve and 


were taboo. This was true, as under 
the rules, when the 
the balance of the tricks, any finesse 


Declarant claims 


must be announced before the hand is 
put down. 

However, the Grand Slam is there 
without a finesse. East, having bid a 
No Trump after the Diamond, 
marked with at least three Diamonds 
and the Queen of Spades. The first 


1S 





One Hundred Thousand by 1990 
Mr. David S. Lehman 


Dear Sir: You will recall, no doubt. 
the various photo-pictures that used to 


| be enclosed in cigarette packages. | 


this 
novels, 


the 
odd 


with 
the 


in connection 
the 


mention 


dime chromos, 


| stamps, and all of those now unique 


bits of Americana. 

The art of collecting these objects 
has, unfortunately, no longer any ap 
Hi 
sees no practical benefit derived from 
saving the commonplace articles of 
every-day life. 

Yes, the only attitude prevalent in 
America today is profit—profit in a 
minute. the 
Our generations care nothing for in 


peal to the average business man. 


Gone are connoisseurs. 
heritances of blood, of breeding, and 
of niceties. 

Yet, sir, do you realize that those 
who had the foresight to save, to make 


| up collections of even the most trivial 


trinkets of bygone days are now in a 
position to sell them at a great profit? 
Therefore, I advise you to hold on 
to your Public Utilities and City Ser- 
vice. 
Yours very truly, 


Tue Gvuaranteep Trust Co. 


It was the first time a Chinese boy 


| had seen a piano, and he tried to de 





| Guard. - 


trick in Spades is won with the Ace. 


Dummy then wins the Club’‘and South 


gets in with the Heart and draws the 


trumps. The two high Diamonds are 
made and a Heart trumped. Now the 
rest of the trumps are taken, Dummy 
discarding down to the King-Jack of 
Spades. South holds the three 
Spades and a Diamond when the last 
trump is led at*the eleventh trick. 
East holds the Queen-ten of Spades 
and the Queen of Diamonds, so any 
discard is ruinous. All of which was 
apparent at the first lead! 


2n 


of | 





| 


scribe it to a friend in pidgin English. 
“Them box,” he said, “you fight him 
in teeth. He ery.” 

—Boston Transcript 


If Noah’s ark was afloat today it 
would probably be sunk by the Coast 
Tue PatTHFINDER 
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Hvusspanp — Holy cats — what’s 
happened to you! 
Wire—Oh, I’ve fallen for those 


French fashion ads. 














Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) | 
buys all his lamps at Yamanaka’s; 
Kelcey Allen, who owns a pair of | 
pajamas from Vantine’s; and Reuben, 
the delicatessen dealer, who sells ly- 





chee nuts. 


| 
| 
Nathan Recommends | 
“The Green Pastures” (Mar eld)—The 
B n the innocent agination of southern 
Althoug! it metime wears thin, | 
gratiating play 
“The Last Mile” (Harris)—A melodrama of | 
t prisons wit a magn ent kick | 
Mei Lan-Fang (National)—An oddity in the | 
iy of ( ne drama and acting 


“Street Scene” 
Pulitzer prize drama, an oft 


f work nevertheless 


(Ambassador)—Last year's 
en meritorious 


Strictly Dishonorable” (A, 


pula sea s light 





2 ome very pretty gir 
‘June Moon” (Broadhurst)—Farce full of 
ghs on Tin-Pan All 
“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)—Jerome 
r! Ine d ind me ftirst-rat } fo € 
“Sons o’ Guns” (Imperial)—The dancing l 
1 t t lack Donahue i} t $ 
“Fifty Million Frenchmen” (Lyric)—S 
xl fo ng about Amer ans in Par 
“Strike Up the Band” (Times Square)—T 
no low1 funnier than Bobby Clarl 


Simon” 


“Simple (Ziegfeld)—-A __ beautifully 

taged Ziegfeld show, with Ed Wynn attend 
to the ymedy 

“The First Mrs. Fraser” (Playhouse)—In 
gent sentiment with Grace George and 


npetent support 


“The Sea 
al of the 


Gull” (Waldorf) 


[chekhov play 


Interesting re 


Nathan Recommends — 
With Reservations 


“Journey’s End” (Miller)—Not much in my 





eyes, it yours may see otherwise 
“It’s a Wise Child” (Belasco)—Low stuff 
it a sweet one hypothetically wit! i] 
isionally humorous 
“Bird in Hand” (49th Street)—A good com 
edy by John Drinkwater, although the pres 
. ent company s not up to the standard 
the hrst 
“Topaze” (Music-Box)—Frank Morgan gives 
1 skilful account of himself in a comedy that 
is now and then droll 
“Rebound” (Plymouth)—Some amusing lines 


ilthough the piece fades as it progresses 
“The Apple Cart” (Beck) 


st, but with two sharp 


Shaw at his poor 


his old s 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Everything’s Jake” 
episode, but the rest 


flashes of 


(Bijou)—One_ comical 
hokum 


“The Infinite 
tanks and Helen 
of Flesh vs. Spirit 


Shoeblack” § (Elliott)—Leslie 
Menken in the familiar one 


“Dishonored Lady” (Empire)—Katharine Cor 
nell still frittering away her time on worthless 
iy 
“Those 
ng it 


We Love” (Golden)—I can detect 
: 


“Michael and Mary” (Hopkins)—A. A. Milne 
till crying into his beer, 





“Many a Slip” (Little)—Pale copy of “It's 
a Wise Child” humors 


“Berkeley Square” (Lyceum)—Most people 
em to admire it I don’t. 


“International Revue’’ (Majestic)—A flop 


“Subway Express” (Republic) 
melodrama rather better than 
others we got earlier in the 


- Mystery 
most of the 
year 
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DETROIT ’ 


ind Fisher Buildings. 


embracing 
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nis veritad ty within a city” Is the posse r of 


the world’s largest .. . and most beautiful office build- 
ings... theatres and supper clubs, too, as well as scores 
of snops and exclusive salons . tO Say nothing of the 
Seward mirroring favor with its generously appointed 

rooms . . . its courteous, efficient service, home-like 
savory foods and informal hospitality. 
Luxuries for a moderate tariff . . . rates that are outstand- 
ingly reasonable a location in the heart of things, 
yet removed from the congested areas and within ten 


minutes of the principal automobile and manufacturing 


plants. These are but a few reasons why you should 
stop at the Seward the next time you visit Detroit. 
Every unit is eq ped with private bath and shower 
tside exposure and two or more windows. Rooms 
3s low as $2.50 per day; suites: $6.50 and upwards. Taxis 


at the . buses and surface cars around the corner 


the Seward 


W. E. SNYDER, Manager 
59 SEWARD AVENUE age 


oor. 


DETROIT 


























IMPORTED 


flavours from 


ENGLAND— | 
SWEDEN 
and FRANCE 


These Evropeon 
flavours are 
identical with 
those flavours 
served abroad 
because they 
are made 





TRAPALG AR SQU ang in the same 
LONI distilleries. 


HOLLOWAY’S 
LONDON DRY 


Especially Distilled for 
the American Market. 
Direct from London. 


GRENADINE 
NUYENS’ 


Made in France Since 
1802. A Delicious 
Flavouring Syrup for 
Manifold Uses. 


CALORIC 
PUNCH 


Bacordi Flavour 
From Stockholm 
A Luscious Flavour 
Similar to Bacardi. 
A Good Mixer ... If your grocer 
cannot supply you, write us. ““Mod- 
ern and Old-fashion Cocktail Reci- 
pes”, a new recipe booklet sent 
free on request. Address Dept. J. 


B.B. DORF & CO., 350 w. 31st St., N.Y.C. 











Inventory your pockets! One has a bit 
of paper scribbled with memos and 
jottings — another money — another 
cards and stamps. Keep things in 
order—instantly available — in a 
smart 5 in 1 ROBINSON REMIND- 
ER. It’s a Reminder, Billminder, 
Card Case, License and Identifi- 
cation Holder and Stamp Case— 
all in one small, handy article, 
in five genuine leathers. Re- 
minder has perforated coupon 
tc Jot It Down, Tear Out 
Ww en Attended To. Trade a 
dollar bill for a “5 in 1" at > 
Stationers, Gift Shops, De- 
partment and other 
Stores. Your nearest 
dealer's name furnished EACH 
on request. 
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SUGGESTED WALLPAPER DESIGN 
for 


Anarchists, Communists and Bolsheviks. 





Rosso Mc. Co. Westfield, Mass. 
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Annual Navigation Report 
(Continued from page 6) 


hears about? Egad, sir, I shall plumb 
this matter to the bottom!” The cap- 
tain attempted to soothe the plumber, 
At last the chief mate ar- 
troubled whis- 
pered a few words into his superior’s 


but in vain. 


rived with mien and 


ear. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,”  stam- 
mered the captain, “a 
form you that the cook has been eaten 
by the chowder.” <A great moan of 
pity and fear went up. Suddenly a 
man sprang to his feet. 

“Are we men?” he de- 
“Must we starve lumpishly 
then at 


the mercy of these wolves in sheep's 


regret to in 


slaves, 
manded. 
till the end comes? Are we 


forms: 
“No, no, a thousand times no!” 
shouted the diners. “You mean——7?”’ 
“To the boats!” cried their self- 


ippointed leader, quickly distributing 
sabres, muskets, and dirks. Ina flash 
the dining-room was emptied and they 
The death-cries 
of the boats, caught off their guard, 
filled the air. 
A moment later dainty women 
were rolling up the sleeves of their 


were on the boats. 
Carnage was every- 
whe re, 


evening gowns to scrape the scales off 
the boats and take out the bones. A 
smell of delicious fried boats was per- 





vading the ship, and many a fastidi- | 


ous dowager sniffed appreciatively as 
she balanced her peas on her nose and 
prepared to eat. 

Three hours later they were sighted 
by a lonely Gloucesterman brawling 
for mackerel off the Georges Bank. 
The passengers crowded to the rail 
joyfully, and the house flag fluttered 
to the peak as the band broke into 
Boy, Boy.” And as 
Editha and Jessie sank sleepily into 
blankets and _ hot 


Pony Pony 


the warm coffee 


which the crew of the Mary Briscoe | 


had provided, both agreed that it had 
been a simply thrilling day. Adven- 
ture, shipwreck, and mutiny—what 
more could any healthy girl want? 
Editha chuckled as she thought of the 
gasp of wonderment she would wring 
from her schoolfellows when she re- 
counted her adventures. It had cer- 
tainly been a red-letter day for “The 
Girls of Sweetbread Hall.” 


Put It on the Market 


who put a thermometer into her mouth 
and told her to keep her mouth shut 
for two or three minutes. 
When departing, the man tapped 
the doctor on the shoulder and said: 
“Doctor, what will you take for 
that thing?” 
—Boston TRANSCRIPT 


A man took his wife to a doctor, | 


Hackereraft 
Leads the Quality Field 
in Grace and Hashing 


PERFORMANCE 


With a hull of genuine Honduras mahogany, double planked for 
safety, copper riveted for years of hard usage, and hand-built around 
a stout keel and framing of selected straight grained white oak, your 
Hackercraft embraces quality features seldom found in even the most 
expensive custom-built speed boats. Why? Because John L. Hacker, 
N.A., has designed more fine boats than any man in America! He 
has combined a positive genius for smart hull lines with a practical 
experience covering 36 years of boat designing and building. Per- 
formance? Just give a Hackercraft half a chance to display its riding 
superiority and thrilling speeds. You won't be disappointed. May 
we send you the new boat catalog? 


HACKER BOAT COMPANY 


546 River Drive Mt. Clemens, Mich. 





AMERICA’S FASTEST 








HACKERCRAFT 


SPEED BOATS 











In order to complete our record files, we would like to purchase from 
Judge readers the following back issues: 


1909: December 4 1911: May 13 and 20 


1920: January 17 


If you know where these issues can be obtained, please write 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 


18 East 48th Street, New York City 
































































































Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 149 | Horizontal 


This is a good mixer and is always dressing for 
luncheon or dinner affair. 
3 =) 5 6 7 8 9 iO «(Ot . Al Capone is back of these 


East is east and this is west 








. The call of the farm 
rv) 5. The spirit of the Arabian Nights 
These have been driven out of Chicago 

This is going to lay for that farm board. 

The sound effect after the pop. 

lo disencumber. 

This is solid Ivory. (Ask P. & G.) 

These are always being done away with in Mexi 

An English connection 

You will find this in the black squares of the puzzle. (| 

A short teddy. 

What he had on for Saturday night. 

\ frame-up for the one who snores. 

What she did when she got next to the bidder. 

Paris says this will not be felt this summer. 

Help! Help! 

Two like this is just tolerable 

The lid is usually over this after midnight. 

These are always hanging around summer hotels. 

This is always blowing about something and shooting of 
a lot of hot air 

This is situated in the middle of Canada. 

This can always go for part fare. 

These have been spotted for a long time but nothing has 
been done about it. 

What they took when they motored to New York. 

A Yale key word. 

You will find this young lady in Hor. No. 13. 

An ever-changing star that rises in the west. (First part 
of name.) 

These have fiery tongues. 

This is the key note of the whole thing. 

This was given to Babe Ruth after he signed that 
contract. 

A tight squeeze. 

This was seen in the past. 

An allowance that comes at the end of arbitration. 

This never leaves in the spring. 

This is seedless. 

4 Mohammedan nobleman. 

You will find a double meaning in this. 

Be yourself and don't do this. 

What a woman does when she has nothing else to do. 

This is a daisy at telling whether he loves you or not. 


Vertical 


. A sound business that you will hear more from in the 
<@) 6l fut ire 
A Seotch Robin. (Perhaps he never went south in th 
winter.) 
d \ perfect 36. 
Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. . These expressed a lot of surprise. 
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Built for DAYTON DeLuxe 


Thorobred BALLOONS 








stand the terrific strains and 


e speeds of modern motoring 
high speed, _ 
sudden stops ». 


"% 














¥ 


Slam in your clutch. Tramp on the gas. 
Take the road as it comes. Jam on your 
brakes—hard! Do all of these things without fear of your tires 
giving out beneath you. You can if they’re Dayton De Luxe 
Thorobred Balloons. 
These famous tires are built to meet the new demands of a 
new day—to make your car a better car—faster and more reli- 
able—to give you mileage beyond your greatest expectations, 
and a sense of safety that you've never known before. 
It’s worth your while to switch to Dayton De Luxe Thorobred 
Balloons, regardless of the condition of your present tires. 
Do it today. ‘ 

: + * * 
Makers also of Dayton Thorobred Extra-ply Cords for large diameter 
wheels, the pioneer low air pressure tires of America. Also makers of 


Dayton Fan Belts, 85% original equipment on all American Makes of 
Cars, and Dayton Cog-Belt Drives. 


The Dayton Rubber Manufacturing Company Dayton, Ohio THOROBRED BALLOON 
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Private 


ire 


not 
Ch 
Ru 


You often see this before a left turn 

This kind of stock is always near the top of the list 
An electrified particle 

When they took this out of the song it was n. g 
ean you see?’’) 

Called down. 

Whoever did this was stringing some poor fish 

The kind of coffee that is not good to the last drop. (Coll.) 

What a wide awake man does 

They can never get people to swallow this. 

One form of to have and to hold 

ng this in all the new 1930 cars. 

These are usually in line for some change. 

This has an uplifting influence. (abbr.) 

\ great supporter of college sports. 

\ wild party 

What he got on the side. 

Thpeaking like thith 

Politicians seldom let this dictate to them. 

It takes a lot of time to make this 

Af irticle that is all wool. 

This comes after a long time 

This can never be happy 

You often hear this about the 

4 devout brother 

Diplomatic re 

The kind of literature that sells 

What the Prince of W 
boots 

You will make a mistake if y« 

4 native of Peru 

Where the Tigers and Cubs will play next season 

The kind of a gang that hails from movieland. 

This is sometimes displaced by pull. 

People often do this after returning from 

\ bleak rocky hill 

This will make a colon look like this 

Society women have been all wr apped ip in this. 

4 carbon copy of Hor. No. 55. 

This started paying from the very first. 

The other word in Mussolini's vocabulary. 


Oh, say 


They are putt 


eminine 


Kentucky stables. 
lations 
iles is when he puts 


on his riding 


yu do this 


‘lorida. 


Hold ’em Yale 

advices from New 
to the effect that Yale 
very busy denying reports that 


Haven 
officials are 


apel Street is to be rechristened 


e de Vallée. —N. Y. Wortp 








Notice 


If you know of any such freak 


this 
issue, send them to JUDGE and you 


laws as appear on page 12 of 


will receive $5 for any that we are 
able to use. 

The contributors of the laws ap 
this 


we have paid $5 each are: 


3elmont, Mass. 
Houston, Texas 
McCallum, 


pearing in issue and to whom 


Homer Clar, 

O. C. Castle, 

William 
Mass. 

Stephen M. Hosmer, Bath, N. Y. 

Frank Glen, Sewanee, Tenn. 

Ford A. New York City. 


Shaw Boston, 


Garrow, 








Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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PERFECT BY 


MOMENT 
{THE DANGEROUS 


DANGEREUX 


MOMENT] 


When you fall from the howdah and 


are about to feed the kitty (pronounced 


chat) Voila! (pronounced very well 


be nonchalant . 


LIGHT A MURAD 


\ 


an) 


DISCRIMINATING 





© P. Lorillard Co. 


SMOKERS 




















“Step On It, Your 


Walter’s new 
went. 
lovely coat. 


coat. 


You died nobly. 
“I’m so sorry,” said the Queen. 
“Don't 

Look, I'm laughing.” 


“And what, pray, is this Sixth Sense?” asked the Queen, who wasn’t very 


good at puzzles. 

“Got you that time,” chuckled 
Raleigh. “It is my saving grace. It 
is my Sense of Humor.” 

Nowadays we don’t pave streets | 
with coats for our ladies. But we | 
do get spattered by all kinds of de- | 
pressing things in a lifetime; bills, 
ills, chills, glooms, grouches and I 
what not! Take a tip from Raleigh. | 
Cultivate the Sixth I 
How? Very simple. | 
reading Jupce weekly. 


Sense—-Humor. 
Merely by 


—l 





The loveliest coat in his coaterie. 
Across it trod Her Royal Highness .. . 


<< 


mention it,” said Sir Walter. 


Highness,” 
Said Sir Walter 


Down into the mud it 
Squish! Slosh! Swoosh! R. I. P., 


“It tickled my Sixth Sense to see it. 








JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 3-29-20 
18 E, 48th Street, New York, N. Y. | 
Dear Judge | 
I want to cultivate the Sixth Sense, and enc! | 
check for | 
104 week yurse $7.80 | 
eek course 5.00 l 
Name 
LPP PPELUTIC TPCT CT LET CLT Te re et | 
City State | 
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“Ouch, Mama, there’s something 
down my back.” 
; “Shush up. Don’t you know any 
; : 
- 





better than to get an itch in the 


HTall of Fame?” 





























The hairdressers in the national 
convention showed two styles of 





bobbed hair, one suitable for a girl 
and one for her mother. ‘The con- 
venience of having two styles is ob- 
vious. The daughter can use_ the 
mother’s style to look older, and the 
mother the daughter's style to look 
younger. Detroit News 





That’s His Weakness Now 
The professor who sent his wife to 
the bank and kissed his money good- 
by wasn’t so absent-minded at that. 
Tue PaTHFINDER 


“Imagine my embarrassment,” said 
dumb Dora, “when, according to my 
custom, I looked under the bed before 
retiring. I had forgotten that I was 
in an upper berth.” 

U. P. MaGazine 


Manager—I'm afraid you are ig- 
noring our efficiency system, Smith. 

Smith—Perhaps so, sir, but some- 
body has got to get the work done. 
Boston TRANSCRIPT 


“My wife used to play the piano a 
lot, but since the children came she 
doesn’t have time.” 

“Children are a comfort, aren't 
they?” —KENTISH OBSERVER 
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“They are trying for the younger- 


sel endurance test.” 


“Yeah?” 


“Been married already three 


months without a divorce.” 


Radio Selections 


(All Time Given is Eastern Standard Time) 


Thursday, March 27 
—Fleischmann Hour. WEAF, WEEI, WTAG, WJAR 
WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WFJC, 
WHO, WOW, WDAF, WWJ, WTMJ, WBT, WJAX 
WIOD, WJDX, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WSMB, WKY 
WSAI, KPRC, KOA, WEBC, WRVA, KSL, WOAI! 
WSM, KGO, KOMO, KHQ, WBAP, KTHS, WAPI 
KECA, WIBO, KSD, CKGW, WTAM, KGW, KSTP 


WPTF. Crooning songs and smooth melodies by Rudy 


Vallee 
9:30—Maxwell House Concert. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL 


WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KSTP, WKY, WTMJ 
WEBC, WHAS, WBAP, WSM, WMC, WBT, KPR( 
KOA, WJAX, WRVA, WSB, KYW, KWK, WREN, 
WIOD, WSMB, WOAI, KGO, KECA, KGW, KSL 
KOMO, KHQ, WBAP. New and old songs, jazz and 
classics, soprano and quartet. 


Friday, March 28 


9:00-—Clicquet Club Eskimos. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC 


WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WOW 
WCAE, WSAI, WIBO, KSD, WWJ, WGR, WDAF 
One of the freshest and most spontaneous programs 01 
the air. 


9:30--Old Company’s a. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC 
WJAR, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY. Another old 


favorite in a new “‘spot”’ on the air. 


Saturday, March 23 


7:15—RCA Theremin Music. WJZ, WREN, WSM, KWK, 


9:30-——Dutch Masters Minstrels. WJZ. WBZ, WBZA 


KFAB, KSTP, WEBC, WPTF, WBT, WIOD, WHAS, 
WMC, WSB, WSMB, KVOO, KPRC, WOAI, WKY, 
KOA, KSL. Unusual music from an unusual instrument 


WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WLW, WJR, KYW, KWK. 


WREN. Tenors, end-men, orchestra, interlocutor, 
typical minstrel jokes. 
Sunday, March 30 
7:30-—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WJAR, WRC, WGY, 


jor 

WCAE WWJ, WSAI, WJDX, KSD, WOW, WFJC, 

WIOD, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY, WTAM, KTHsS, 

WOAI, WSMB, KSTP, WCSH, WTMJ, WHO. Informal 

musicale from the Capitol Theatre. 
Cathedr . WEAF, WJAX, WWJ, 

WOW, WBAP, WGY, KSTP, WRC, WGR. The spirit 

of the steppes. 


Monday, March 31 


8:00-—Voice of Firestone. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR 


WTAG,WCSH,WLIT,WRC,WGY,WGR,WCAE, WWJ, 
WSAI, KSD, WOC, WOW, WDAF, WIOD, KTHS, 
WSMB, KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC, WJAX, WHAS, WSM, 
WMC, WSB, WBT, WRVA, KVOO, KPRC, WOAI, 
WKY, WFJC, WTAM, WFAA, WJDX, CKGW, 
KYW, WPTF. Concert orchestra, Vaughn de Leath 
and Franklyn Baur. 
—An E in Paris. WABC, WEAN, WNAC, 
WCAU, WCAO, WMAL, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, 
WMAK, CFRB, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP, 
WOWO, WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, KMBC, WSPD. 
Armchair tour of the Montmartre. 


Tuesday, April 1 


_ 8:30—Flersheim Frolie—WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, WTAG, 


WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WWJ, 
WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOW, WDAF, WEBC, WRVA 
WBT, WJAX, WIOD, WKY, WOAI, WBAP, KVOO 
Featuring that peppy orchestra you used to hear as the 
Coon-Sanders Kansas City Night Hawks. 

-Sunoce Show. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, WHAM, 
KDKA, WJR, WCKY, KYW, CKGW.  Rollicking 
informal musical program. 


Wednesday, April 2 


8:30—Forty Fathom Trawiers. WABC, WEAN, WNAC, 


9: 


WCAU, WMAL, WHP, WJAS, WLBW, WFBL, 
WHEC, WKBW, WADC, WHK, WKRC, WGHP., 
WFBM, WMAQ, KMOX, KGL, WSPD. Stories and 
music with a salty tang. 

WJZ, KDKA, WCKY, WIBO, WREN, 
KWK, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM. Much ado about nothing 
—but entertaining. 


10:30—St. Regis H Orchestwa. WJZ, WHAM, KWK, 


WREN, KDKA, WLW. The justly famed Professor 
Lopez. 
Merlin the Second. 
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S the door of your office 
swings open - - what is the first impression created? Good - - 
bad - - indifferent? 





Beauty is more than skin deep in office equipment! 


Back in the early «Eighties», Globe-Wernicke began putting offices 
in order. Today Globe-Wernicke has the advantage of almost 50 
years experience in solving business problems. This experience 
made possible the outstanding Globe-Wernicke filing develop- 
ments - - Tri-Guard File, Angular Tab Guides, Safeguard Filing 
Plan. 


Equipment of this type, planned into your office by factory trained 
Globe-Wernicke Authorized Dealers, brings savings that will 


surprise you. 


fo survey your old office - - or plan your new one, see your 
Globe-Wernicke Authorized Dealer first, or write, 


Globe-Wernicke 


Cincinnati 





The «V» shaped filing pocket - - means faster filing and 
finding. An exclusive Globe-Wernicke Tri-Guard File tea- 
ture. Write for booklet «Outstanding Filing Developments». 


A Be a te te Le Be i a > > > i > By Bp By, Bp i, Bi i a > 
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“It’s the Camel blend!” 


The mild and fragrant blend 
of choice tobaccos makes 
the smoking of every Camel 


Cigarette a pure delight. 














the better cigarette 


© 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tebacce 
Company, Winston - Salem, N. C. 








